OLD LOVE STORIES RETOLD

went to work even in so trifling a message. For, as
Michael Angelo knows, that, when he once meets
Messer Francisco, there is no possibility of separat-
ing : he avoids him wherever he can.5

"'1 have remarked it,' said the Marchesa; CI
know Michael Angelo, But it will be difficult to
bring him to speak on painting. . . .'

" The Marchesa and Tolomei laughed. After
some moments, in which neither of them spoke, we
heard knocking at the door. Every one feared that
it could not be Michael Angelo, who lived down
below on Monte Cavallo. Fortunately, however, the
servant met him close by San Silvestro, and he was
just on the point of going to the Thermal. He was
coming up the Esquiline Way, in conversation with
his colour-grinder, Urbino ; he fell at once into the
snare, and it was he who knocked at the door.

" The Marchesa rose to receive him, and remained
standing some time until she had made him take a
place between herself and Tolomei. I now also
seated myself at a little distance from them. At
first they were silent; then, however, the Marchesa,
who could never speak without elevating those
with whom she conversed and even the place where
she was, began to lead the conversation with the
greatest art upon all possible things, without, how-
ever, touching even remotely upon painting. She
wished to give Michael Angelo assurance. She
proceeded as if approaching an unassailable fortress,
so long as he was on his guard. But at last he
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